friend of mine, they live in Grasse ; the girl is disgracefully
pretty, but I can't help that, and I believe she's engaged.
Anyhow, she wants to come to you. I knew you'd be
wanting somebody."
" But how is she going to get here ? " I asked. " Has
she a car ? "
" No, but she's willing to take the bus. She really
wants to earn some pocket-money, and although, of
course, she is French, her mother is an Englishwoman and
she speaks the language just as well as we do. She did
some of my last book for me, and I can't remember that
she made a single mistake."
" Sounds too good to be true," Elsie commented.
" You wait until you see her," our friend retaliated.
" You'll thank heaven then that Phillips isn't particularly
susceptible. At least," she added, with an ironic little
gesture, " he's never seemed so with me/'
" I've learnt," I told her, " to conceal rny feelings.
Your remark is a proof of my success."
" The battle of words now commences," she remarked.
" I don't think we'll go at it seriously today, Phillips. I'm
tired, talked to all those people at the canteen, and it's so
peaceful here. My tongue doesn't feel in the least nimble
and I don't think my brain is working. Can Dominie
have a run now, please ? "
We went through our usual programme. I gathered
Chunkie up, consoled him with a biscuit and the most
comfortable easy-chair in my study. Afterwards I let
Dominie out of the car and he tore round the place in a
state of great excitement. It was an unfortunate fact that
Chunkie was and always had been his mortal enemy, so
after several efforts at a friendly meeting, involving a
bitten thumb and a torn trouser leg, we had relinquished
any attempts at peace-making and substituted separation,
which was at any rate more satisfactory for me.
We all three, with Dominie in close attendance, started
for a stroll around the flower gardens. Afterwards we
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